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Discoloured, opaque, suspended in sign as of strength
without pity,
That shake witbf flameless thunder the low long length of the strand.
Here, far off in the farther extreme of the shore as it
lengthens
Northward, lonely for miles, ere ever a village begin, On the lapsing land that recedes as the growth of the
strong sea strengthens
Shoreward, thrusting further and further its outworks in,
*
Here in Shakespeare's vision, a flower of her kin forsaken, Lay in her golden raiment alone on the wild wave's
edge,
Surely by no shore else, but here on the bank storm-shaken,
Perdita, bright as a dew-drop engilt of the sun on thei sedge.